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BY WILLIAM T. MARTIN.

HE voices of the men as they sit
around the long, cleanly spread
table in the well appointed room
become indistinct against the

din outside which shakes the house.
As they talk louder the noise grows in
volume and becomes a confusion of
deep rnars. distant crashes. sharper ex-
plosionas nearer at hand., and things
that go shrieking by overhead in the
night.

It is one of the intermittent French
bhombardments of the German trenches
of the past few weeks. The men, lis-
tening for a moment for the sharp,
tearing crashes denoting a reply from
the other side. and hearing nothing.
know that so long as this continues
there will be but few wounded on their
own side, and the dinner goes on.

With the exception of two or three
men now threading their way through

the blackness to the trenches in an-
Bwer to a call received some time ago.
the gathering represents the ambulance
corps for the sector. which includes
seven miles of some of the most hotly
contested trench front in France. The
majority of the corps are Americans.
They are all yvoung men: some with
professions, others from college or bus-
iness back home.
*

* %

Before the war a German family
lived here—a family of distinction, ap-
parently, and wealth. It seems as
though the Germans have spared the
place. for it now stands almost alone
with heaps of ruins on all sides within
half a mile of the (German trenches,
On the third floor the blinds remain
untouched and movement is restricted.

in the dead of night, for the road leads
a mile or so under the very noses of
the guns now hurling destruction at
the Germans. and the men know the

Germans might return +the fire any
minute.

Out=ide the two fumble around to
crank their cars and then are off.
From a world of soft lights, reminis-
cences and friends, they find them-

selves in utter darkness and are un-
able to see their hands on the wheels.
T!}rough the din other noises, the rat-
tling of chains, wheels ereaking, seem
to come up from all sides of the cars.
Voices, an occasional shrill “Atten-
tion:” and maledictions go through the
air like the whistling of the shells aa
wagons here and there come together.
There is little restriction an noise how,
for the Germans are unable to hear.
The driver in the lead finds the right
of the road by brushing the wheels

of his car against the curb, for there
was once a town here, and leaning
forward, with hulging eves and ears

strained, runs along slowly, with mus-
cles drawn. ready to stop instantly at
the first sound that might denote some-
thing in front. Occasionally, almost
periodieally, he blows loang low blasts

on the horn. as a ship in a fog. It is
his consuming ambition to get to the
wounrded as quickly as pozsible and
avoid a smash-up.
*
. E
Around a bhend in the road and past
the shadow of a fringe of buildings, a
rocket flaring over the trenches re-
veals enough of the road for him to

get his bearings and proceed with con-
fidence for a short distance. Here
there is an octroi, a toll =tation before
the war, and the road forks. Sentinels
stand to demansd the password and see
that the endless stream of wagons now
on the march up shall take the less ex-
posed road to the lefi.

Both join again a mile ahead. At
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to unloading, he comes upon the last
streteh of open road to the trenches.
A long. winding upgrade i= marked
by dozens of flashes that shoot out
along the sides as French guns hurl
their missiles into the German
trenches, sending up deafening, head-
splitting crashes. The way is packed
with soldiers on the wmarch up as
though an attack is imminent, and
heavy artillery wagons drawn by six
or cight panting horzes and maddened
pilots in front dash by hoth wavs with
treszh supplies of shells for the guns.
*
* ¥

to the road and awvolding
now largely a matter of
instinet and luck. The flashes of the
guns play s=trange tricks with the
vision of the driver and the roar of
the explosions makes him light-headed.
It seems a= though all the guns in the
sector were being let off at the same
time, with the deep, crashing res=o-
nance of the big guns, the .2I0 mor-
turs, the low swish of their shells,
taking several seconds to land, their
thundering crash; the innumerahle re-
ports of the smaller guns, the sharper
shrieks and the penetrating crashes

Keeping
collision is

this point countless German shells 2 .
The (Germans, from the top of the hill, spread death at all hours, almost., The of their shells tearing apart the Ger-
R : et Ak Germans here are sure of the range man trenches and the spllitipg reports
"a"_ ook ever and e cwhat is:hap- and know the equipment must pass of the .75 guns exploding just along
pening. this point on its way to the trenches. the edge of the road.
Several shells have fallen in the gar- The road is even now pitted with shell The canvas ho:’h’ of the car Sh’ak?s
den in front, and as a consequence the holes that cannot be filled up until to- and the driver's hands cluteh’ the
"
AMERICAN AMBULANCE DRIVERS UNLOADING WOUNDED BACK OF THE TRENCHES.
room next to the dining room is in morrow. As the driver passes this wheel tighter. Were the Germans to

ruins. “The men find consolation in be-
lieving the =shells were intended for
the soldiers and equipment going along
the road to the trenches that passes by
the house.

Although the dining room faces away
from the trenches, the shutters are
closed, heavy curtains are drawn and
every precaution is taken to lessen the
d:’nger of a ray of light passing out-
side.

While the men talk the tinkle of the
hell above the door connected with the
telephone in the barricaded office’
downstairs suddenly sounds and a
¥French orderly answers the telephone
and runs ypstairs with a call for two
cars. Five seriously wounded, he sayvs,
at a certain trench post near the end
of the sector.

The two men next out have on their
coats already and are on their way ™
their cars in the yard. It is a bad call

point his breath comes quicker and he
half expects to hear the familiar,
mercilees shriek of a shell crashing
into the road.

He takes the road to the right. The
motor of the ambulance makes little
noise and will not be heard tonight.
Before he enters upon the road he zig-
zags through marrow openings among
tall screens of burlap material, put
there by the French to cut off the view
of the Germans from thelr positions on
the hill a quarter of a mile away.
The road here irz in excellent condition.
It |s because of the absence of all
transports and by the 1llght of the
periodic rockets that the driver is ahle
to make better time.

Pamsing through the last town up,
expecting a collision any instant as he
enters the jumble of seemingly innu-
merable wagons, horses and men
drawn up in all positions preparatory

fire at the batteries now the loss of
life would be terrific.

The road now passes along the third-

line trenches and is shadowed fre-
gquently by woods still standing. The
glare of the rockets over the treed and

the flashes of the pounding guns give
a weird effect to the silent hundreds
marching up on the right and the long
lines of straining horses drawing the
heavy transports to guns further on.
In that long, silent mass the driver has
many friends. As he passes he hears
the words, ‘*“‘Americain’ and ‘*Vive
"Amerique.” It shows the enthusiasm
of the French for the American,

As he continues, every faculty ex-

erted, prepared by practice not to he
surprised at whatever might happen,
some one shouts ‘“Attention!" In a

sharp voice. He looks ahead, but can
#ee nothing. Then above the uproar
he hears the rapid clink, clink, clink of

This Is the Story of One Young American in the Trenches, a Determined News-
paper Man Who Made Up His Mind to See the War at Close Range and Who Won the
French War Cross in So Doing—A Thrilling Ride With the Ambulance Corps, to Be Fol- |
lowed by Other “Close-up” Articles on the Fighting “Somewhere in France.” : E

NLY by Looking at the Great War in Detail Can the Human Mind Grasp Its Horror. }
}
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heavy chains and an accelerated rum-
ble of something great and irresistible
bearing down on him with uncon-
trollable momentum.

He cannot turn to the right, for there
are many wagons: so with all his might
he swerves to the left, half expecting the
car to go over an embankment he knows
to be somewhere at thig part of the road.
Instantly the thing, drawn by wild, un-
governable horses, dashes by with a sick-
ening rattle and bumping, missing the am-
bulance so narrowly that the driver has
felt the danger as though of a hot gust of
aar.

Little by little the wagons disperse
through the woods to the variougs bat-
teries. They take roads changed day by

day to counteract the range calculations
of the Germans. The driver finds himqrz!f
practically alone except for the plodding
masses of troops. It is very mear the
trenches now for above-ground work. The
flashes of rifles and grenades exploding
in the first line can be seen on a little
rise of the hill to the right.

=

The Germans are heginning to open fire
on the road, for he hears the crashes
in front and smells the suffocating
smoke of shells exploded a short
time ago over the spot he is now passing.
He knows many of the larger shell holes
in The road, but frequently the car bumps
dangerously into others, and it seems at
times that something must give. Tt i=
hardly a road now, but a continuation
of shell holes. No vehicles are allowed
to pass but the ambulances. .

The driver scans sharply the right of

the road and finally pulls up at some-
thing that looks like a low mound. He
blows the horn softly and almost in-
stantly two brancardiers come up from
somewhere. It is the trench post just
back of the third line from where the call
was sent some time ago. In the day-

time the ambulances remain some distance.

back under the cover of the woods and
the wounded are carried down in trenches.

Several months ago this post was in
an old stone house where the mound
now stands. It has since been razed
by the almost incessant shell fire, and the
post is now deep under the ground where
ihe cellar of the house was. Previously
many of the doctors and attendants were
killed by the fire.

As the driver dismounts there is a
heavy crash as a shell explodes some
distance away, apparently on the road
he has just come over. The French
guns seem to have become silent, and
now the Germans are directing an oc-
casional fire at the battaries along the
road. The driver hopes it will step by
the time he goes back.

There is a wounded lieutenant, the
brancardiers hastily explain, too badly
hurt 1o be brought down by the regu-
lar stretcher carriere. Would mon-
sieur go over into the woods where he
lies? Half a dozen soldiers spring out
from the darkness and follow the car
as it contindes over a section of road
geldom taken by the soldiers, who pre-
fer the trenches running up to the
first line along the sides. The ecar
passes around a dead horse that prob-
ably strayed from somewhere in back
and was caught by a shell. Now the
trenches are everywhere.

The driver stops the motor and the
soldiers push the car along. This is to
avold attracting the attention of the
tiermans, only sereened from aight by
the blackness. Frequently a rifie ball
pinge past the car as some German
shooting at the French trenches holds
his rifle too high. During an attack
here It would be impossible to escape
being hit.

*
* %

Finally. when within a2 few hundred
feet of the firet line, they pull up at
another mound along the road and the
car is quietly turned around while two
men carry something over. It is a man
on a stretcher; but it is too dark to .ee
his face. There is just an occasional

low groan as the stretcher is unavoid-
ably jolted on its way into the car. A
hand is raised and a voice pleads,
“Have mercy and go slowly.”

“It {m very bad, be quick,” the bran-

ENGLISH HOUSEWIVES HAVE TROUBLE GETTING SERVANTS

Spacial Oorrespoodence of The Star.
LONDON, February 17, 1M6
EFORE the war the servant ques-
]B tion was acute in English middle-
class householda, but since the
war it is hardly an exaggeration to
say that the “general” servant has be-
come unobtainable. How sgerious =a
matter that s can hardly be re-
alized by the American woman of ap-
proximately the same social status as
the English middie-class woman, for
the working of running a house, say, in
London, is much more laborious and
complex than running a flat in New
York or Chicago.

To begin with, the English woman is.
as 3 rule. not nearly mo well trained
in household economy as her American
cousin. In the old days she has not
had to be, and British snobbery has
taught her that it was disgraceful for
her to be able to cook and sweep and
wash at a pinch. Her household dutles,
if whe performed any, were confined to
dusting the more valuable ornaments
and arranging the flowers. All the
other work was done In most house-
holds by the “cook general,” or in those
a little better off hy the cook and a
housemaid. The “cook general” was
paid from $100 to $125 a vear, and the
cook and housemaid received about
the =ame wWages.

Today the cook has taken her place
in @ restaurant or a club from which
the man cooks have gone to join the

colors, or is cooking in the camps for
the soldiers, and the housemaid is
running an elevator, acting as “con-
ductress” on a street car, taking tickets
at a railway station or making muni-
tions. A large proportion of the do-
miestic servants have also married. be-
fore thelr young men enlisted, and are
mpow running homes of their own and
doing very well on the generous sepa-
ration allowances made by the British
government to the dépendents of jix
gnldiers. Even the daily charwoman
has ceased from charring and
for the more remunerative employ-
menls now open to women, or is liv-
ing on the separation allowance of her
hushand or her sons
How serious this ix to the English
middle-ciass woman may not be appar-
ent at firet to the Amercan woman
who lives in a steam-heated flat and
has a janitor to do most of the heavy
work. If Bridget or Mary leaves sud-
denly the laundry can be sent out, and
about all that must be done by the
American woman is the dusting and the
ecooking, and in most American towns
the cooking can be got rid of at a
pinch by patronizing the handy and
¥ priced restaurant that is
sure to be mot far-away. If there are

gone in

no children to he looked after, life can
he simplified considerably.

In London, however, the flat for peo-
ple of moderate means .is practically
non-existent. Londoners and English
town dwellers generally live in houses
in the suburbs, and there ix no steam
heat. There is not even central fur-
nace heating. That means carrying oyt
ashes and carrving in coal. Hot water
must be obtained from the holler over
the kitchen stove, front yards and
doorstepas must be swept and the mas-
ter of the house must have his boots
cleaned, for there uare no street hoot-
blacke. There are no restaurants in
the suburbs and all the cooking must
be done at home,

All sorts of shifts have been tried.
but few of them seem to promise any
real reliefl. O(me of the most futile so
far has been the “lady servant” or
“lady help.” as she used to delight to
call herself. In the oid days the lady

help was someéthing hetween a com-\ fairly

panion and a children’'s governess. Usu-
ally a poor relation, or, at least, sn
acquaintance, she undertook for less
wages than the regular servant to look
after them, to do a little light dusting
and to take the children for walks. As
Bume compensgation for her low wages
she was “treated as one of the family,”
which meant that she had her meals at

the famlily table instea of in the
I_fitu-.hp;p and was midreaged an “Miss
Smith"” Instead of “Mary Ann.” Usu-

ally she had a worse time and less lib-
erty than the sure-enough servants,
but she had the priceless compensation
of being treated as a “lady.” An edu-
cated woman who has really studied
scientific cooking and the sclence of
food values can command a good wage
in a large household and any position
which she chooses to make for herself.
She can really take the place of the
French chef who is now flghting, and
she can demand wages and conditions
in keeping with her position. Such
women, however, do not solve the prob-
lem for the small middle-class house-
hold. They are too few and too ex-
pensive.

*

¥ by

e of the experiments which are ba-
ing tried in a tentative way is the co-
operative household, but the trouble is
that in London, at least, buildinga suit-
able for this method of living are
scarce and expensive. Another ix that
the English have yet to learn the art
of living in community. Centuries of
life under the "an Englishman'’s home
is his castie” regime have spoiled the
average Englishman for life in public.

One such experiment in Hampstead
has been fairly successful. There a
number of harassed families got to-
gether, elected a committee, which se-
cured a large flat bulMing on a long
leage. Arrangements were made for a
common kitehen, and a common staff
of servants was engaged. The thing
was done on a large enough scale to

permit the pavment of high wages,
which attracted skilled servantg, and
the cost of running the place carefully
figured out and the econtribution of
every member of the community fixed.
When the undertaking was going it
gimply meant that each member of the
community econtracted with the com-
mittee to pay 80 much a month, in pro-
portion, of course, to the numbef of
his family, and had all trouble about
service taken off his hands. Each fam-
ily had its own separate flat or range
of apartments and the community
servants looked after it. The mistress
of each individual flat I1ssued no orders
to the servants. That is all done by
the manageress, who is responsible to
the commitiee, and if things go wWrong
complainit {8 made to the committee,
which passes it along to the man-
ageresg, and she in turn is held strici-
1y responsible for the work of her sub-
ordinates. So far the plan has worked
well. A member of the com-
munity, a widower with two grown-up
daughters, tells me that he prefers it

A Real Magic Cap.

OME time before the outbreak of the
war a German organist, who went

to St. Petershurg, as the capital of
Russia was thén' called, to live, had an
experience with a new cap that for a

time almost made him believe in the
magic of the Teutonic fairy tales.

The organist bought the cap during
his first day at the Russian capital,
and wore It the next day when he went
out for a walk. On his return to his
lodgings he was amaged to find two
gold purses in his ‘pocket, one of
which contajned a sum equivalent to
$50.

The next day, after hiz usual walk, he
found four purses in his outside pocket,
a find that caused him to doubt his
senses. A third day, with a similar
profitable result, sent him to the chief
of police to tell his atory. 3

The authorities detalled a detective
to go wish the German to the tailor
who made the cap. Investigation dis-
clogsed the fact that it had been con-
structed of an odd piece of English
ecloth brought in by a stranger. From
it the tailor had made fifteen identl-
cal caps to order. Having a bit left,
he had constructed a sixteenth cap,
which was the one sold to the organist.

The detective then followed the or-
ganist through the streets of the city,
when the mystery was solved. The cap,
it appears, was the emblem of A gang
of pickpockets working co-operatively.
The one who secured a purse dropped
it into the pocket of the first con-
federate he saw. The cap had identified
the German and he had reaped the re-
ward. With this clue, it was an easy
matter for the Russian authorities to
catch the whole gang.

to his old houge, because he has no
trouble with servants and his daugh-
ters, who both go out to work, are de-
lighted with the acheme. There han
been some friction, however, because
of the presence of families with small
children, but in cases where original
memberas of the community have with-
frlnrlav;n their places have been quickly
ed.

So far the only hope is for the middle
clags Englishwoman to become a little
more Independent of hired help, and
in 80 far as the English conditions of
living make it possible she is trying
to do go. The manager of one of the
big stores told me the other day that
he had sold more labor-saving house-
hold appliances in the last year than
he had sold In flve years before. There
has been a boom in gas water heaters,
known in England as "geysers”; in
vacuum cleaners, in gas cookers and
in_anthraclte heating stovea, which
take the place of old open flres, and

can be kept burning all winter if
necessary.
Lost Heads.
ECRETARY DANIELS =aid at a

naval dinner in Washington:
“Salling the seas is 'a ticklish and
panicky business these days.

“They tell a story about one of the
New York to Boston boats. This boat
quivered from stem to stern one morn-
ing, and, with a harsh, grating sound,
came to a full stop. ¥

“A man in a white nightshirt ran
wildly up on deck, -

“*Good gracious, captain,’ he said,
‘have we been torpedoed?

‘“‘Calm yourself,' the
swered.

*'Cap, we're sinking! I can feel it!
Shall I get into a life-preserver?

“‘You are past the need of l_life-
preserver now, my poor fellew, the
captain sald.

*“The bhoats, then! ©Oh, cap,
vou golng to lower the boats?

“*Too late, the captain anawered,
solemnly. ‘It's too late for the boats
now.' .

“*Too late? Too late?”

“‘Yes,’ maid the captlain. "We'vedone
all we can for you, and you'll have to
look out for yourself from now on.
dYuuk see, we've just tied up to the

ock.'"

captain an-

ain't

Our Profit.

ENATOR WADSWORTH said at a
dinner, apropos of the record Amer-

lcan exports:

“Faw of us Americans are traveling
abroad th daye.” -

He smiled and added:

“¥et since the war began we've been
‘doing’ Europe steadily.”

® of his nose sticks from the

cardiers tell the driver as he steers his
car back to the place where he can
slart the engine.

As he comes to the next poet he stops

and two more stretcher cases are
placed inside. Just how badly these
men are hurt he does not know. for

nothing is said except a word or so as
the men are bidden good-bye and good
luck.

The ambulance now starts on ita long,
hazardous trip to the hospital, seven
miles back, where there is surgical aid.
The driver~goes over the shell holes
with all the care at his command and
winces at the groans of the injured
men inside.

Fortunately the Germans have for
the moment ceased to fire at the bat-
teries along the road. All is quiel now
except for an intermittent grenade and
rifle fire in the trenches and the fre-
quent sharp poep, poop, poop of a ma-
chine gun.

At the little town on the road down a
brancardier. watching from one of the
dressing satations, rushes out to the
ambulance ag it goes through and asks
whether there is room for one sitter.
The driver pulls up long enough for a
man with a face swathed in bandages
to climb into the seat beside him..

On the wayv back the soldier manages
to mumble a* few words now and then
telling how he was hurt. Part of his
jaw is gone. His eyes are completely
covered by the bandages and only part
muslin.
But he manages to hold his place on
the seat with little concern. The ten-

‘sion of months is over and he speaks

a8 though he has been fortunate. He

thinks it might have been worse.

In the darkness dark splotches grow
larger in the white of the bandages as
the blood soaks through and runs down
over his uniform. His eyes are gone,
he thinks, and something Is wrong with
his mouth. It is his chin, probably,
that is missing, he =ays. He was
caught in the face by part of an ex-
ploding grenade.

*
* k

“But,” he says, "l can walk, T =till
have arms, | can hear and it is great
to know that.”

He was too happy before without
knowing it, he continues. He has
seen lots during those months up there
and he has no complaint. He thinks
probably of the groaning load inside
and of the possihility that mayhe
change after all has favored him. He
can 8Yjll do lots, he says, to make his
life useéful. Hundreds of others are
in the same =ituation.
the French soldiers.

Most of the wagous the car now
passes are goIng in the same direction.
As the driver turns to the left of the
road to go by he takes broad chances
in the darkness with possible teams
coming from the other direction. As
he continues back trees and buildings

anring up on both sides of the roed
and driving becomes more difficuilt.
The driver has developed a new sense.
Al present something seems.to guide
him that does not exist on the return
when the car is empty. Then, again,
he almost stops, working his way
slowly to the right, and reaches out to

feel the trees he knows to be along
the =ide.
Suddenly he halts. He hears and

sees mnothing, but he feels there is
something in front. He gets off and
walks some distance ahead and runs
into a load of raillike bars projecting
from the back of a wagon. The sharp
ends are on a level slightly above that
of the radiator of the ambulance. Harl
he gone a few feet farther the points
would have caught both men on the
seat. The wagon suddenly proceeds
and the driver goes back and again
starts off. He has had this experienca
several times.

Hzlf an hour later he entera the town
where lighte are permitted, and several
minutes later, guided by the car's head-
lights, he pulls up at the surgical am-
bulance. Here the traine arrive daily
to take the wounded collected in the
past twenty-four hours to towns in the
rear, safe from shell fire.

The ambulance represents a group of
tents, Eome wooden structures and sev-

WOO0D USED AS A
SUBSTITUTE FOR LARD

HFE uses of wood were S0 numer-
ous in the normal world before the
breaking out of the grealt war that

it would have required a brave prophet
to say that the list of uses could be ax-
tended. Wood has been a companion of
man since his advent on earth, and it was
believed by most persons that all the
uses to which it could be put had been
discovered. But it is a trite saying
that wonders never cease, and in the
matter of wood a number of important
discoveries have been made and a
great number have been reported as
made. Some of the discoveries reported
should be subjected to a discount. Man
has imagination, and a good many im-
aginings dressed up in technical words
or the language of sclence get into
print.

There segms to be no doubt that in
Germany —and Austria wood pulp or
wood fiber has been substituted for
cotton in the making of explosives. This
information came from German sources
before the war was a year old, and
was generally doubted. The use of
the fiber of wood as an absorbent of
nitric acid and the agent for supplying
carbon for combustion of explosives
had been previously experimented with,
but with little success, cotton being
found much superior. The fact that
wood fiber I8 being used in German
ammunition is apparently admitted now
by British and French authorities, and
the propelling and bursting charges
of German shell and shrapnél are re-
ported as effective. No deterioration
in German explosives is observable, say
those men who have a warrant to ex-
press opinions on this subject.

Less is heard now than a few months
ago about the use of wood as a sub-
stitute for or as an adulterant of bread.
At the time of the publication of the
wood-bread storles a number of his-
toric precedents were cited that iIn
sieges and periods of famine men had
made a substitute for bread out of the
green wood or sap wood of various trees,
such for example as the birch, larch,
spruce, fir, maple and the pine.

One of the most remarkable of the
reputed new uses for wood comes in a
statement made to the Canadian For-
eatry Associatlon, that a mill eompany
has developed a by-product from pulp-
wood which i8 to be placed on the mar-
ket as a substitute for lard. The claim
is made that the substitute as a cook-
ing fat is purer in composition, superior
to and more economical than pure lard.
In the news reports from (Canada it is
satd that government officials are In-
tereated because they Lhink they see In
Eweden'a prohibition of the export of
pulp wood to Britaln the opening up of
a new supply of raw material for Ger-
many from which a substitute for lard
may- be obtained, ¥

It is thus with-

eral giant motor trucks, their rear ends
connected 1o certain of the tents. The
whele thing 18 arranged to he packed
into the trucks and got under way in
a few hours.

As the ambulance stops the motor at

the fromt end of one of the trucks
starts up. Immediately everything is
flooded with light. Inside, doctors put
on clean white uniforms and several
orderlies come toward the car. The

driver gives instructions regarding the

condition of the wounded :#is they are
unloaded.
Some time later, after heing passed

through several tents, the wounded lie
on tables in the aperating room, await-
ing the surgeons. Two of the men pre-
=ent horribhle sights. Delirious with pain.

they gnash their teeth and ery for
death. It is hard to rezard them as
men. They are almost incredibly torn;
but still they live. The human bods
can stand a lot.

%*

w &

Te Tartoi, the crack surgeon of the
ambulance, il is always the same story.
In times of attacks when seconds count,
I have seen him cut into 2 man's skull
and with hammer and chisel ream out
a hole large enough to place seversl
fingers on the brain, sew the scalp
over the hole, and then stuff a wad of
gauze into a small aperture left open.
Some weeks later | have read a ecard
from the same soldier, written at =a
hospital in the south, thanking him for
his life. In a rush Tartoi will perform
such an operation fn twenty minutes.
Otherwise, there is little hope. An am-
putation he does in a few minuted.

On the return the driver takes a bad-
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CELLAR CONNECTED WITH TRENCHES, ONLY SAFE PLACE FOR THRH
WOUNDED.

think while he occasionally jerks his
=tumps of limbs. He is slightly out of
hiz mind. He is very voung. He is put
inte a ward with others of his kind—
crippled heyond description. for this is
A last-hope hospital. Only the worst of
the weunded are taken here in the
thought that possibly they may recover
enough to be sent back.

It is a Tittle, stuffy ward, with neo
ventilation, and the only light is from a
flickering candle on a table in the mid-
dies of the room. Around it the man-
gled wrecks lie stretched in all posi-
tions, They writhe in their agony,
these beings of lost hope, and the ex-
pre:-'r-'ifyl:i of their eyes are not forget-
table.

In this place there is another room.

there. s=ome with head
astrange things. It is a =strange =ight in
the night-time. Sometimes they sit up,
tie and untie their rough boots, do Jit-
tie things about their uniforms. and.
with the =stare that knows and sees
nothing. sink back again., nearer their
time.

From day

wounds =ay

to day they whisper of

many things, these beings, of home.
friends, little joys, hates and former
hopes.

Again at the ambulance quarters,
Smith, the driver, enters the room
where the men were at dinner some
time ago. The table has heen cleared
and is now strewn with books, maga-
zines and papers from home. Sonie of
the men are sitting around, writing, and

BOMBPROOF

Iy wounded man from the ambulance to
a hospital in a village he passes
through. Both legs and an arm have
Just been amputated. They say his caze
is ton serious for him to be carried on
the train the next day. So, he will rest
awhile.

At the hospital he stares placidly at
the ceiling and seems to be trying to

WINTER COMFORTS IN
THE FRENCH TRENCHES

HE French have made

trenches as comfortable as possi-
ble for the benefit of the troops during
the winter months Many of the
trenches are paved and the water
kept out of them by means of power-
ful pumps. There are drain pits which
have been sunk along the whole length
inside the trenches, and the pumps are
used to force the water from these
pits to the outside.

The walls of the trenches are
strengthened with hurdles to prevent
landslides. The bottoms of the trenches
are carefully bheaten down, levelad and
coveraed with plank or straw, and the
earthen roofs are made stronger by
sheets of zine. The heating, which is
adequate, is Turnished by charenal bra-
zierr, Farther back from the irenches,
along the second line, are erected little
wooden huts, built with double walls
to keep out the cold, with slate roofs,
and in most cases with flowers ralsed
above the level of the ground. The
beds consist of wire netting stretehed
over wooden frames, with a covering
of straw packing and a supply of
warm blankets.

In the huts stoves are furnished.
Fuel is very plentiful and euasily ob-
tained, because the shells of the enemy
have scattered huge branches from the
trees and splintered them ready for
burning. The soldiers are given two
good mesls a day, and In the case of
the men who are most exposed there
is an extra ration of meat. Hot drinks
are furnished, such as tea and coffee,
with a fixed measures of alcohol when
the temperature requires it.

their

is

The Two Urchins.

EPRESENTATIVE GARDNER, in
an address in Providence on pre-
paredness, said:

“Before the looming danger of inva-
slon the pacifist and the preparedness
chap are, respectively, like Willie and
Johnny.

“Willie and Johnny had been wvery
naughty and were sent to hed hy their
mother. As they lay side by side foot-
steps were heard—it was now evening
—and the two culprits realized that
their father was mounting the stairs.
They turned pale. ™

“‘I'm goin’ to fold my hands as if
I'd been prayin,’ said Pacifist Willie,
‘and then 1')l pretend_{o be asleep when
he comes in.’ ~

“Hut Preparedness Johnny was al-
ready bustling swiftly about the roor.

“*I'm goin' to put on my pants,” he
said, ‘and line 'em with a newspaper.'"”

CABIN

They call it the chamber of death. Only
‘ases entirely given up are taken there,
Side by side they lie on the floor, long
rows of them, some still in their uni-
forms=. horribly torn.

They lie here, awaiting death. When
that eomes they are turned over inte
the rough pine boxes waiting at their
sides anid taken away. As they lie

OFFERS FIRSI' HAVEN FOR THE

SUFFERING.

a musgic box somewhere i playving
away.

A cheery fire burns in the big fire-
place. Smith goes up to i1, for he is
chilled with the ride.

“Anything happen?’ some one asks,
casually. ;

Smith answers in the negative, for

the trip has not been unu=ual.

RIFLES CONTINUED TO FIRE
FROM ABANDONED TRENCHES

Special Correspondence of The Star.
LONDON, February 17, 106,
HiE evacuation of Gallipoli penin-
sula by the British forces, with
virtually no losses, will ever re-
main in the history of the world as a
l:m'li!ar_\' feat of great proportions, just
as all the heroes of the Dardanelles
flasco will take their place with those
of Thermopylae. But how the thing
was done, how the Turks were fooled,
has not been told in detail. From a
wounded officer just back from Suvla
bay, where he was among the last to
leave, the writer has some of the facts
of the gigantic bluff. At Suvla the Brit-
ish staff, in planning the evacuation,
counted on 20,000 casualties during the
disembarkation. Not a life was lost.
And this, in part, is the way it was
done:

The decigion to abandon the ill-fated
D'ardanelles expedition wasa reached
some wéeks before the actual depar-
ture of the British troops. It was kept
a secret and few officers at Suvla knew
of it. The Turks, of course, knew noth-
tng of it, and the British staff was
confranted with the problem of devis-
ing some scheme whereby the troops
could move off during a single night
without the enemy becoming aware of
the movement. As the official
patches have told, it was some hours
after the actual departure of the troops
that the Turks became finally aware
that the trenches opposite them were
empty; that the last living Britisher
had departed. Without knowledge of
the full facts, it seems incredible that
as gbod soldiers as the Turka could
have had all this happen under their
very noses without seeing that some-
thing was up.

But the Turks had become accustomed
to silent British trenches and looked upon
them with as much respect as when they
teemed with life and rifle fire. Days
before the evacuation the word was
passed through the British lines that not
a shot should be fired. The order was
carried out., The Turks could not make
heads or tails of the situatiom. They
threw a few bombs, but there was no
reply. They opened with rifle and ma-
chine guns and artillery—still no re-
sponse. A venturesome Turk peered over
a parapet. No sharpshooter picked him
off. "Then others came up, and finally
a whole band of them came oul into the
open and up to the barbed wire entangle-
ments, looking toward the Britlshslines.
When their number was .

ais-"

the British machine zuns opened fire
and killed several TurRs. The thing
wus done many times., and the Turks
came to learn that & silant British

trench might be an exceedingly dan-
gerous thing to investigate.

-
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Then the Britieh staff kept the Turks
guessing as to the number of droops
actually in the.trenches. In the night
men were taken from the trenches
down to the beach and marched up, so
the Turks could see them, in the dawn,
It looked' like reinforcements all the
while. -~

Finally the night of departure came,
Under a plan that had been worked
out to the very last details, with every
man given a specific duty, the thing
was carried out with success. Trench
after trench was evacuated, the men
hastening, under the cover of darkness,
to the shore, thence onto barges and
off to the waiting transports. Sup-
plies which could not be carried werse
piled up on the beach. On them were
emptied casks of rum to make them
burn. At the last moment these bon-
fires were started. In this way an enor-
mous quantity of winter clothing that
could not be carried away was de-
stroyed, along with tons of other ma-
terial.

But most Ingenious of all was the
echeme adopted to make the Turks be-
lieve that the trenches were still in-
habited long after the actual depar-
ture. Some hundreds of rifles were laid
along the parapets and lashed into
fixed positions, alming, of course,
toward the enemy. Underneath each
of these rifles was hung a tin can, once
devoted to contalning “bully beef™
from Chicago. This can was suspended
from trench supports, and so on, but
not attached tq the rifle. Beneath this
was another beef tin, which by means
of a string was fastened to and hung
from the trigger of the rifle. In the
bottom of the firat can had been
punched a number of small holes. Just
as the troops were leaving the upper
cans were fllled with water. This
tyjckled through the holes in the bot-
tom of the cans and dropped into the
can beneath, which was connected by
the string with the rifle trigger. With
the continued trickling of water the
can beneath became heavier and
heavier, until finally ite weight on the
string’ was enough to pull the trigger
and explode the rifle. Thus for a con-
siderable time after the last British
soldler had departed rifles along the
Rritish parapets would explode, and it
was only natural that the Turks should
consider that British soldiers stibll in-
habited the trenches. :



